very expressive eyes, there was a gleam of mockery. 1
thought I knew the reason for that gleam.

'I can see,' I remarked, 'that I shal never be able to
play this game.'

But he had bent over the table again. There was a
pause, a soft click-clicks and the sound of two balls
rumbling down to the tray.

'Magnificent!' said a voice.

I turned round. It was Koche.

'Magnificent,5 murmured Schimler, 'but it is not war.
Herr Vadassy has been very patient with me. The game
has no attraction for him.5

I fancied that I saw the two exchange a significant
glance. What did Schimler mean by that pompous
threadbare allusion? I protested hastily that I had enjoyed
the game. Perhaps we could play again tomorrow.

Schimler assented without enthusiasm.

'Herr Heinberger,' said Koche jovially, 'is an expert at
Russian billiards.'

But the atmosphere had changed in some curious way*
The two were obviously waiting impatiently for me to
go. I took my leave as gracefully as possible.

'I had already noticed that. You will excuse me? I have
to go into the village.'

'Of course.'

They stood and watched me go. They would not, it
was clear, utter a word until I was well out of earshot,

As I passed through the hall the Clandon-Hartleys were
going up the stairs. I murmured a greeting, but neither
replied. Then, something about them, something in their
stony silence, made me pause and glance after them. As
they turned at the top of the stairs I saw that she had a
handkerchief held to her face. Mrs Clandon-Hartley
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